
SOOD LORD. 


MATURING 


HAPPENING TO MY HANDS* 
THEY'RE CHAN6/N6 /THEY 
LOOK... LIKE AN AN/MALS.' 


IE CRYPT-KEEPER 
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ANOTHER GRUESOME STORY 
ICE IN MERRY OLD ENGLAND. 
AT ALL MERRY IN THIS Y 
FRIGHTENED.' I HAVEN'T 
BLOODCURDLER I CALi 


TERROR ON THE MOORS!, 


Along the bumpy, gutteo road 

THAT WINDS THROUGH THE BARREN 
ENGLISH MOORS, A LONE CAR CAU- 
TIOUSLY MADE ITS WAY... TRYING 
DESPERATELY TO FIND SAFE PAS- 
SAGE THROUGH THE DENSE, IMPEN- 
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E TO BO ANY FURTHER? 0 
WHERE I AM. ANYMORE? 








[ YOU. EVERS. 


STRANGE WHIMPERI* 


Evers had paused for only a moment... but it 
WAS LONG ENOUGH FOR JIM RYAN TO SMELL THE UN- 
GODLY ODOR THAT CAME FROM THE COVERED PLATTER. 
IT WAS A STRONG, NAUSEATING SMELL. ..LIKE THE 
STENCH OF DECAYED ROTTED FLESH f 


SCRATCHING. 


AN/MAl 


GROWLING 
YET... IT SOUNDS ALMOST 
HUMAN f WHATEVER’S IN 


J blazes: 


THOSE HORRIBLE SHRIEKS 
COMING FROM ACROSS THE H 
WHAT'S SO /MS ON OVER 
-- THERE? 



rr»N RETURNED TO BED? HE SLEPT LITTLE 
ISED WHEN THERE WAS A FURIOUS POUNOING 
HORNING. THE NOISE FROM ACROSS THE HI 


RAIN /NS'. 


CREMATE 




YOU LOON \ / WRONG' 
FRIGHTENED,) l ONLY PI 
EVERS' < > RAIN 
ANYTHING 1 I SOON’ 


RAY THE J 
I STOPS S, 
/ IT MUST . 


CAN CREMATE \ ITS. ..SETTING 
HIS CORPSE h* DARK f ^ 

TOMORROW ' 


NT t -T^k\ 




Suddenly, from the mysterious room next ooor. 

CAME THE SOUNDS OF MOVEMENT. FIRST, LOW OROWLS 
AND SNARLS.. . AND THEN THE SCRATCHING. CLAWING 
SOUNDS OF CONCENTRATED DIGGING.. . 


Nothing was said? the 

FACE A GHOSTLY PALLOR. . 
STOOD OUT ON HIS BROW. 
BUT HE REMAINE0 BY THE I 


'It began a long time ac 

CLYMORE’S WIFE WAS A VIC 
CATALEPSY? WHENEVER I 


THIS PLACE IS 
DRIVING HE < 
NUTS f WHAT'S J 
COINS ON ^ 
HERE, I 

ANYWAY?.' I AN' 


‘The FOLLOWING NIGHT. MR. CLYMORE HEARt 
COMING FROM THE MAUSOLEUM. HE RUSHED I 
RIPPED OPEN HIS WIFE’S COFFIN? SHE WAi 
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REVOLT! Ha MONSTROSITY • 


He DISCHARGED THE HOUSEHOLD 
STAFF, AND CARED FOR THE CREA- 
TURE IN SECLUSION. AS IT GREW 
OLDER, IT BECAME VICIOUS... AND 


SEVERAL MONTHS AGO, THE MON 
STER UNDERWENT A HORRIBLE . 
MENTAL CHANGE IT WOULD 
EAT ONLY DEAD FLESH TIT 
HAD BECOME A OHOUL T 


TOGETHER WE HAVE KEPT IT ALIVE 
BY FEEDING IT DECAYED CORPSES 
FROM THE MAUSOLEUM. BUT NOW 
NOW THE BEAST IS OIGGING 

THROUGH THE WALL'^. 

HE 'S TRY! NS TO / SOOD 1 
SET OUT f marik LORD ' A 


IT WILL SOON SUCCEED 'YOU CAN TELL BY 
THE SOUNDS' ANY TIME NOW IT WILL A 
BURST THROUGH.' IF NOT TON/OHT. 
TOMORRO W RICH T ' 

T CAN'T STAND IT 

MUCH LONGER ' J 


EVERS.' GET HOLD OF 
YOURSELF ' LISTEN TO 
ME.'ARE THERE ANY 4 
WEAPONS WE CAN USE? 


PISTOLS ... LOOK/ 

THE WALL f/rS 
BREAKING OPEN/ 



WHIRLED AND STARED AT THE MOST HIDEOUS 
HE HAD EVER SEEN ' IT WAS BEYOND OESCRIP- 
8EYOND THE MOST FANTASTIC APPARITION IN 
ILOEST NIGHTMARE' EVERS SNATCHED A GUN 
HIS HANO AND FIRED BLINDLY. 


FLINTLOCKS' 


HUNKY' A 6UN f GIVE ME 
A GUN.' IT'S OUT' LOOK 
AT ITf LOOK AT IT.' 


THE PISTOL HAD NISFINED' i 

FIRE AGAIN, FOR THE INHUMAN T 


r DOWN IN A TUMBLED MASS OF 
ID FRENZIED, TERRIFIED SCREAMS. 
I, TOOK COOL DELIBERATE AIM. 


i HEAD STRUCK THE WALL SHARPLY. 
VAGUE VISIONS SWAM BEFORE HIM... 







Well, well' hee.hee? i see its time.onge again, to light 
THE FIRE UNDER MY CAULDRON AND BREW FOR YOU ANOTHER 
TALE OF TERROR f THIS TIME I HAVE A STORY GUARANTEED i 
TO SENO SHIVERS UP AND DOWN YOUR SPINE? SO COME 1 
CLOSER ..COME CLOSER AND GAZE INTO THE BUBBLING 
L CONTENTS OF MY CAULDRON ...AND SOON YOl/LL SEETHE 
O BEGINNING OF THE YARN I CALL... \ 


As MY STORY OPENS, WE SEE BARTON CORDON, 
RAGGED AND UNKEMPT, STRUGGLING THROUGH A 
BUNDING SNOWSTORM . .A NEWSPAPER CLUTCHED 
UNDER HIS ARM-J _ . ! 


THE HOUSE I 


h . it i 



. HAD .' A HANIIC'Y WHO? 


LOOKS LIKE I'M LETTING MYSELF 


OPENf HIS APARTMENT IS 
FREEZING f HE SAYS HE 
LIKES IT LIKE THAT? 






wouldn't] 


THEY FRIGHTEN ME .' 
YOUR JOB? THE PAY IS 
WILL HAVE A PLACE TC 
BASEMENT' THERE’S i 
OTHER THING.' I CANN 
MY APARTMENT' YOU • 
GROCERY SHOPPING F( 









LITTLE COLD? IT 1 
WILL INVIGORATE 
YOU? WE GANTALK? 


Barton cordon hated i 

WAS HI9 EMPLOYER? THERI 
ABOUT HIM? SOMETHING... 
BUT A MORBID CURI09ITY 
KINGSLEY'S INVITATION.. 


E WAS 90METMIHG WORD 
. EVIL .. . FHI6HTENIHS f 
MADE HIM ACCEPT 


DON'T TOUCH HE f 


PIECES WOULD: 
MY FINGERS ? 1 


Barton closed the . 


MUST 00? 


CNAEY FOOL f LIVING IN FREEZING TEMPERA- 
ruRES? NOT LETTINC ANYONE TOUCH HIM? HE 

IS MAO? . . -m 



OUTSIDE? 


KINGSLEY 


WEATHER CAME 


AIR- CONDITIONING.NOTHM'f 
\ THE GUY'S CRAZY AS A 
LOOMf we've just 
f INSTALLED FROZEN-FOOD- 
I L OCKER- COMPRESSORS f 
I THE GUY'S MADE HIS APART- 
MENT INTO A HUGE FROZEH- 
^FOOD- LOCKER' i-- 


sleepOmr. font? 


The cold 


CH/RERY, MR. KINGSU 
»RE COHPLAIMNSt 
10 THROBS FT 



HEART, MF 

KINGSLEY? 


I ARCUS KINGSLEY WAS HEARD MOVING ABOUT HIS , 
16. ..POUNDING... CURSING' THEN... HE OPENED HIS I 


HUH ? 7 THE H AC H INERT- 
M *^LlT'S STOPPED f m 


BARTON! BARTON! 
T COME UP HERE ! 1 


' WHAT'S HAPPENED T WHAT’S 
HAPPENED TO THE ELEC- 
TRICITY • MY COMPRESSORS 
THEY'VE STOPPED' t 


BURNED OUT 
E THE LOAOf 


QUICKLY.' 



) 00 
' SOME- 
THING 
QUICKLY • 


S HOPELESS.' I 

UPSTAIRS. . . 


. KINGSLEY' OPEN l 

: door' r...r can't 

THE ELECTRICITY? 


>UD0ENLY THERE WAS A BLOOO - CUNDL IN 6 
WRIER? THEN BARTON SOROON HEARD A THL 
0 FALLEN' THEN SOBBING? H 
AS MARCUS KINGSLEY? HE WA! 
BARTON WENT DOWNSTAIRS .. 


LISTENED 'ITT 
WHIMPERING > 


TO USE' 



r HE BEGGEO ME TO CUT OUT THE 
CANCEROUS HEART? I DID' ANO . 
HE CONTINUED TO ‘LIVE'? BUT J 
WE SOON DISCOVERED THAT HE < 
WOULD HAVE TO STAY IN COLD 
TEMPERATURES IF HE WERE TO... 
TO REMAIN INTACT' YOU SEE... * 


CANCER OF THE HE ART' M ARCUS 
HAD A THEORY THAT A MAN COULD 
GO ON LIVING WITHOUT A J 
' HEART. ..ON PURE DETER- V 
I MIRATION ALONE'YOU KNOW. V 
MIND OVER MATTER' -J* V 




I THE FLOOR. SEEPING OUT FROM UNDER MARCUS 
IGSLEY'S DOOR. WAS A POOL OF BLACK LIQUID-. 
D FROM IT. THE NAUSEATING SMELL OF OECAYING 


THAT'S IT f HE BOUGHT THIS HOUSE 

FURNISHED HIS APARTMENT WITH 
A REFRIGERATION UNIT CAPABLE 
OF PRESERVING HIS DEAD BODY... 


HEE.HEEf AND THAT'S MY TALE. DEAR 
REAOCRS ' I HOPE IT DIDN'T LEAVE 
YOU FEELING TOO ROTTEN f MARCUS 
CERTAINLY ANAS A COLD CHARACTER- 
LIVING ON SHEER WIU-POWERf 
BUT THEN — HEH.HEH... WHEN THE 
POWER FAILED. ..HE LOST ALL HIS 1 
\ANRITION.' HTtnALV! WENT TO 1 
* PIECES f WELL... „fL|A i 


Barton goroon opened the door and stepped bac 
STENCH THAT ISSUEO FORTH ALMOST OVERCAME THEM ?T 
FLOOR WAS ALL THAT REMAINED OF MARCUS KINGSLEY' 
DECAYED FLESH...PUTRID...RANCID...002IN6INT0 A BLA 
I TRICKLED OUT THROUGH THE DOORWAY... 




V/OME WITH ME TO A PEACEFUL VILLAGE OISTURBED ONLY AT 
NIGHT BY THE PIERCING HOWLS. AND MADDENED SCREAMS OF... 


The NIGHT IS FILLED WITH STRANGENESS 
| MOON CASTS SHIMMERING RAYS ON A 8EAS 
TERROR... 1 1 - : 7-~~~ — , 

„ , THE WEREWOLF' YE 


CO RNING, A FRIGHT ENED FIGURE 


ANOTHER WEREWOLF 





EACH TIME THE FULL MOON^ 
COMES UP. ME DISAPPEARS 
FROM THE HOUSE ' HE'S BEEN 
ACTING MIGHTY SUSPICIOUS? IF 
I COULD ONLY BE SURE... / 


THEY COULD HAVE 
M BEEN MADE BY MY 
■ BROTHER ANDREW. ON 
W HIS HUNTING TRIP IN 
COROCOA HE WAS WOUNDEI 


■OU KEEP PESTERING ME ...I 
KEEP INTERFERING. YOU'LL 
RET IT ALL YOUR L IVINS 


FOLLOW H.IM. 


V POOR TOM' YO 
BROTHER f BUT 
. CERTAIN? 




WEREWOLF ‘ 


'STAY 



SO FRIGHT CM /MS fi 


T IT... with YOUR KNIFE : 
LOST TOUR KNIFE 


DOING TO TRAP 
WEREWOLF ALWAYS 
ITH' CLAW MARKS 


' PERFECT CAMOUFLAGE? WHEN HE 
FALLS IN, I'LL BE WAITING FOR HIM 
WITH A GUN — LOADED WITH SILVER 
BULLETS' MY OWN BROTHER. ..BUT 
I'LL HAVE TO KILL HIM 'THERE'S A 
Si, NO OTHER WAY.' 



WATCH. 




IStill frantically trying to 

REACH THE SUN, TOM STRUOSLES 
FURIOUSLY TO WARD OFF THE 
BESTIAL VIOLENCE? I roeF-Lfy 


HIDEOUS BEAST SLOWLY REGAINS 
ES FROM THE HOARY CREATURE OF^ 
i BEAUTY . .ASLEEP FOREVER' [ 


JUNE' 



RELATE ANOTHER ' 
IN THE CRYPT / T 


.VOODOO HORROR? 


I Mr STORY BEGINS IN HAITI, THE CENTER OF YOO- 
DOO CULTURE? AN AMERICAN. GEORGE BARKER, IS 
SEARCHING THROUGH DARK WINDING ALLEYS FOR 
[ A CERTAIN SHOP... | ; 



I'VE HEARD THAT 1 

STATUES... BUSTS. 


OBOES' 


OF EVIL; 


The ehter a weiroly decorated room.' there 

DAMP, MUSTY SMELL... THE ODOR OF A TOMB' TH1 
LIGHTS A FIRE BENEATH A BLACKENED CAULORON. 


FOLLOW! 


BA-NAH- BA- BAB-B BABAS. 
TOOBBAB.' TOOBBAB.' , 


-IKENESSf COME 




iN'T ao THROUGH WITH IT 
UNNATURAL. . . OIABOLI- 

i Vi afraid.' i'll . 

E SHOP ANDCAN^^^^ 


; NIOHT, IN HIS HOTEL ROOM. 

’ HE TOSSES AND TURNS/ HE 

I GLEAMING FIGURE OF THE 
DANCING NATIVE CAVORTS J 

I MORNING HE RUSHES FROM 
HIS HOTEL WITH HEAVY 

[sleepless eyes -It — — ' 


WAS HERE? I 

IT'S POME' 


The next day oeorge returns at the appo 

HOUR TO THE SPOT WHERE THE SHOP HAD BEEN I 
STRANGELY, IT IS THERE, IN THE SAME ALLEY 


LORD f M LOOKS 
EXACTLY LIKE ME.' 
SO . ..SO LIFELIKE f , 


Perhaps, dear reader, you are 

WONDERING JUST WHAT THE V/L 
POWERS ARE THAT THS S TRAPSE 
VOODOO STATUE POSSESSES f 
LET ME TELL YOU t MORE THAN ANY- 
THING ELSE IN THE WORLD, GEORGE 
BARKER VALUED HS YOUNG, ALMOST 
ANGELICAL FACE/ HE FEARED THE DAY 
THAT THE HARO LINES OF AGE ANDTE 
WORRY WOULD MAR HIS HANOSOME P 




The years mss.. . and with t 

THE STRANGE STATUE BEGINS T 
GROW OLDER LOOKING? LINES 
AGE APPEAR ON ITS FOREHEAI 


YOUTHFUL 


ECHOES THROUGH GEORGE BARKER 1 ! 


' PHELPS...YOI 
FOOL f PUT D 
THAT GUN.' 


NY B GOODWILL BE ON YOUR 
HANDS. GEORGE BARKER? YOU 
NIGHT AS WELL HAVE PULLED 
THIS TRIGGER YOURSELf? f 




BOOKEEPER? 


YEARS CONTINUE TO 


GOOD GOD? IT... 
HORRIBLES IT.. 
NE SKK' AND n 
TURNED BLOOD 



NEXT DAYi BARKER SENDS FOB MAURICE FRANK.. 


The old man's hands begin ' 

TREMBLE AS THE REALIZATION 
OF WHAT BARKER IS DRIVING AT 


mur ? 


SENTIMENTAL REASONS 
JUT... YOU CAN FORGET 
rHE MR. BARKER.' 4 
CALL ME OEOR6E.' M 




GEORGE f IT'S 
VILE .' I DON'T 


WHILE I GROW OLDER. 
GEORGE REMAINS YOUI 
LOOKING' AND THIS ST, 
IT GROWS MORE HORF 


\JEAM> 


STATUE 




DESTROY IT' 
h_IT'S -EVIL' 


TED PARK. A BLOOD-CURDLING 
! STA.LNESS... ECHOING FROM 
TO BENCH ... 




A POLICEMAN, HEARING T 
RUSHES TO THE SCENE. 


SOOD 

LORD.' HOP...HORR/DLE.' IT'S AN UGLY, 
REVOL TINS OLD MAH' SPL IT IN .. . TWO’ 


STATUE' 


MAGAZINE. — 
TALES EDOM 
THE CRYPT' 



